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L USINESS OARDS.

TBRADFORD,
KA TON & 00,
I ARDWARE, IRON. STEEL. COAL,

[ Nails, Cutlery, Soeds, Glass, Belting,
riage, &o. Whaolwsale nnd Rotuil. Main St

PRICHARD & IIAY,
OREIGN AND DOMESTIC DR Y QONDDNX
Gont's Furulshing Goods, Tats nd Cups,
woarion, Tons, Salt; Fish, Porle, Lord and
untry Produce,  Main Sreoet.

ORIN GAMBELL, JR.

TTORNEY & COUNSELLOR AT LAW
Mastor nnd Salivitor in Chaueory.

BRADFORD BRASS BAND.
E WHITCOMB, LEADER; L. It. M¢
o Dufter, CUlerk. Muosic furnished ot
msonalile rutes,

ALLEN,

ARTIST, AND DEA.

A Views, Allns,

« for Wirvaths

all Kin i Non 10wl 16
ardy's Duildinig,

G, L. DUTLER.

PARLOR, CMAMBER AND KITCIHEN

Fuormiture, Cotfing, Cuskets, lluhll-n. lfrpm

Al ooy

Itew, Musical Intrvmonts, Sou.
il of Teotter Honse, Muin 8t,
O, 1. HARDING,.
TATCHES CLOCKS, JEWE lali_\'.
Speataclos, Statinuery, and Yaukes No
ons, Watelirs ana Jow ¢ repuived  wml
arrnitod,  Post Oftice Buililing,
Jo A. HALRDY.
LOCK & WATCH MAKER, JEWELER,
Optedon, wod Drosdor fiveliabile Wit dies,
Turk OfMee noar lds Residenve  Establishel
Ditober 1R,
ROSWELL FARNHAM,
TIORNEY & COUNSELLOR AT LAW
Moster amd Selivitor in Chaneery and
eusion aud Cladim Agent,

Jo B ORMEDY,
UYSICIAN AND SURGEON, ROOMS
forinie:ly ovenpled hyd, N, Clarck, Don
fi=t, Spocinl wttention paid to Fammle discases
il disgaes of tho Jnngs, 37
I, SITRICKLAND.
RON FOUNDER & MACHINIST, AND
Munulweraror of Agrienlonreal Hnplements.
0. E. PETERH,
IVERY STAIBLE. GOODD TEAMS FUR.
4 n Lat peasonable prices,  Btabile ot
exidenee, Mauin St Bradiond,

L P. CLARK,
A UY GOODR, GROUERIESJHARDWARE
I Flour, sSult, Paper Hangings Tats, Caps,
nd Coungey Produce, Main Steeet, Beadlonl,

DR, J. N. CLARK.

ENTISTRY., ALL THE MODERN IM

] )pmvmm-u!n in the pree. Rooms No, 1

el 12 Dy s Buibding, Bradfond, YVermont.
J. Ae WARREN,

ADIES', MISSEN' AND CHILDREN'S

4 Bootss Shoes, SHppers, and Rabibers.

Lo s Thilck Kipowd Coll Boots,  Dost gidi-

¥ Faonw prievk, Bosl Store, Madn St dad ol

Jo I JONES, M Dy

JOMMEOPATIHIC PYSICIAN

l. "8 . Ahbiee at Restdenee,

Boutl o ik, Badd ol Vi,

B PILLSBURY.
TIN WALE, 1IN WAKE,

AND
Ist Door

TTOVES,
b Waostlen Winre, gon Mado 8, T ol
O 0 CURNES,
MI'L\'I' AND  PROVISION MARKET.
Ments, Fish Vegotubles, all  tyesh  wml
wive,  Busoment, Mol St Bradiond,
O, L DOTY, AGT,
M»\.\'l’i"a\li'li'liklt OF DR, DOrY's
) Celebretod, Mandeake Bittors, Fliovoving
Extraots wml Berenees, &o., ot Wholesalo
winl Moradl,  Helloed, Vo,
F. 8. PHASLEE.
I "VERY STABLE, GOOD TEAMS FUR-
4 pishiod wt oo wnd st fesonable el
oo, Blage 1 ot Prepts Appdy wk Sta:
Bedie OViee, venr ol Vot eer Elonse.
A. A, BOWEN,
lpl.nl'k. GUHALN, MEAL, PROVENDER,
Nhete i hdgs, molad ot gl Lidwost Mict

et pricew.  Malls ar the Southoemd o Bl
ford Vil'uge,

Jo M. WARDEN.
lﬂl.\'lﬂ WATCHES, CLOUKS, JEWEKLRY,
! Nilver Wate, Spoetnelos, Citlery, Revais
vers, Faney Gods and Tove,  Partionlare at
tention gives to Repaiing . Fiue Witelies,
Onliee W UL Telegmaph G Medfopd, Vi

|} ITARRIS,

FPYRLYITER L BRADFORD, YT,
Conely tooapd Prome all pussenger traios,
dey el night,

W. I CARTER, M. D,
l')ll\'."ill'l.\.\' ANDY SURGEON, BRAD
Forvl, Vi, Oftlee b Bis pestilenee, Vs
ous Mediernal Componrals, of long teiced e
Flenee, sad of vilorn Smprovieieat @ prepar
e by Bimaell, Kept eogatannly o Dl for
thie Denedit of the sicr o Lo

MISS CHARLOIUE NELSON,
FPEACHER OF PAINTING AND DRAW-

g, Room in Aeademy Bpiliding, Hrad
furd, Vi

EAST CORINTH,

L. Py FOSTER.
] OTEL.  FLOUR AND GURAIN MILL
Best of Flour wud Gradn coustuntly on
b, Eust Corlutlh, Vi. :

B, THOMI'SON,
FPN SHOP, SEOVES TIN WARE. IRON
Wire, Wooden W e AL inds of
Jub werk neatly done,  Eust Cortuth, Vi,

CORLISE & ROGERS,
Y GOODSs, GROCERIES, READY
Made Clothing, Boots & Skoos, ko,
Lurgont stock 1o Enstorn part of Orabge
County. Eunt Covinth, Vi,

—_—

H, L, BIXBY.

JEW PHOTOGRAFIIC ROOMS, CHEL

s, Vi, Oven Mondays, Thursdoys gl
Butnrduys,

EDUAR W, BMITIL
\'I"I'nlu\' EY & COUNSELLOK AT LAW,
A Wells River, Vi, Offioe with Judge Une
derwoud,

E. L. BOOTHBRY.
l)]l_\‘sl(‘lj\;\' AND SURGEON, FAIRLEE,
V. Refers by permission to Des, Cartier
wril ¥ Bradlord, Vi, aud to Dr. Frost,
Hunover, N, H,

J. F. JOMNSON,

JTAR HALL, ELY, V1. LARGE AND

well fitted np forfacoommodiation of Dunces

aud ol kinds of entertai s, Lot at reas
ounble rates.

C. 1. SIBLEY.
ARRIAGE TRIMMER, AND MANUFAC-
tarer of all kide of Harnesses,  Ropuir
lug doue in the best munner.  Main 8t., O
posite Hotel, West Fairleo,

Munufacturers of

WOODSEAT CHAIRS
of ull kindas,

SETTEES & RAILROAD CHAIRS

wapecallty. Cune-Seats repairud,
Beuth Newbury,
iyl Vermont.

For =ale !

One LIGHT BUGGY WAGOSN, open body,
Palwer Sprivgs, Steel Axles and Steel Tire,
Hus been vun one summer, is newly vardishod
and in perfect vepuir. Will be sold ot a Bar-

goin.
Swdy A. T, CLARKE,
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'The Ride of Colllns Graves.

Au Ineldont of the Flood in Mssssclasotis,
o Muy 16, (L.

NY JONN BOYLE 0 HEILLY.

Nosong of o soldbor riding down

Por the taging fglit from Winehoster town §
No song of @ e that shiook the sapth
With the nation's thvoe nr w natlon's |H'I'II'|I $
1t e song of o brave man, freo from fear
An Bhieridon's selt or Punl Rovere §
Who risked what they thskad, feon feom steife,
Anil its promise of glorions pay—his e

The peacelal valley luis witheod! uudd wtiered,
And the anseweripng eelovs of Hie nre heand §
Tl diew #th1 oliziges to Ll b il g ring,
Al the eirly tinlevs suniling
Anthey glanee asiide st tha wi
O up the valley, when

The hrook that =poekles i dipamaond rills
As tho s oo over tie Hompshie lills,

willod homes

What was it, that passed like au ominons
Drtsth,

Like o slifver of foae ar o totol of death

Wihnt was it f Tl villoy s posoeliol still,

At the lenyves wie wtive on top ol el il

It wiis not o souud, noe i Uhibg of sonse-—

Bt o paing Hko the pang of the short sispense

That wraps the heing of hisse whe soe

At thedr Teet the gull’ of Ewenlty !

The nir of the valley s felt the elill
Pl workers pase ot the doee of the mill;
Thio hovsewife, kean to hie shileoring aie,
Aviests Livr Toot on the cottiago st
Lustinetive taonght by the mothor dove,
Al (Tnks of Ui shoeping ones alioye !

Wiy stort the lsteners b Why iloies tha
AR

OF Ui willstroam widen ! In iva hoeso,

Phark fo bl somnids ol biks lpols, they say,

Thut gnllvps so wildly Willlmmshirg wiy i

o] what was that, ke o linnan shilok
Frgnn e winding valley | WHEnobody speak,
WL nobiody wpswer those woniet whio cry
An the wwiul weorniues Chiudor by

Whenve eome they 1 Ldsten ! Aud, now they
hear

Tl sovnd of the galloping s hoofs near
Thisy wauteh the friend of the vile, wil see

; ldew, who tlinuilers so menadingly,

Witl o waving wews il wairning soivaim
Tt Bnwee (il bades of the valley stream
Flis thewws mo eehie ot e shinkes thi street
WIth b alwod ol the vibig of the galloping

Tt
Andd ks the vey that b fHiugs to the wind
S the hills for your oo ! The Hood ix
Bikiinid

I ovies and is gome ;. but they know the
Worslt—

Tl tree bevows WillLmstivg chin Dues bigeat [

Thae Do (it noveishiod their Tappy Bomes

1o cbinngedl to w =Xt conmes ! I1 wtities !

A nonis b b e y Wil sliguy tront

OF shatt sl ddwiollings, to tike the bt

O the dw ellipgs they shintter—whito-soaned
i) Do,

The mureiloss terear 1S e vonrse

OF the garrow valley, and rashing raves,

With Proarh o thie Hist of fes hilssing winvos,

Tl eorpmze wind stpeer dnd eroweded

Are e bl gl erashienl

Pt onward still,
g Hood bs heand
Jovsis ol the wiltibng worid,
litw is

b Aot ol dhie
Il sl Loty g
Tl Gk Thon gl Bseves in's
sl !

Frone Willimsburg tiwin le gohdy dured
Mo vuee with thee (oo il to take the

b lvont o theteeribde swntly it v

For adbes e inerea soed el beldud,
It Do Toasdiod mlogal with o stegdfast il
ey wenwt be owgraeed 2 was ndl ho sand,
As away ob bis teeeible vide e spoald,

When hevoes are culled  tor, bring the erown
o this Yonbeoe el sennd D down

Ul sercan of ggone with the Curting old ;
s deed ws the Rotoa’s wies beayve  wnd bold,
AN I tanhes anin s obbee o thidl wak,

Ko Lo otleied lds Bl Do vl people’s sidee,

THE OLD, OLD STORY,

R T A T T P T Y 8 A YR YO O

SJURT oD yenrs ago, on this very
spoty almost wt this self-same hour,
we parted " exelaimed Mes, Trev-
elivn to hersell; as =he sat oo o lit-

the

ten
Why
tlo men suy that hife s short, awd
flies T Foroane, nothing hins flown,
shut my dreams A & ghe spoke, she
shisnded Lo still yonthtul and love-
Iy foee om the bright  sanlight,
andd fell into a revery so deep, as to
be quite unconscions of approach-

heneath
sl st

tle mossccovered sent
of ulid

vears, vot so long, long ago !

shide i oak.

ing footsteps.

The intender was a tall, handsome
mitty, a8 yeb searco in his prime,
who, eatching a glimpseof the lady,
stepped quickly forwanrd, .
he conld speak, Mrs. Trevellyn be.
came suddenly awareof the presence

figure of the stranger, sho rose as if
Lo move awiy,

With a ballaudible apology, the
gentlemen vaised his hat, and in o
moment was lost in the thick shruh
bery; while she sank back again up
on the seat, as she said :

S8 he! my God, and he does
not know me!  Only ten years, and
I—forgotten.”

Yes, only ten years sines these
two had parted—he o youth of
twenty-one; she the beantiful girl
of sevenltesn summers,

Clive Lee was just ont of college :
and before settling down to the
study of his profession, he was to
spend two years in Europe,  Jessie

E']'rt'\‘t-il_\'ll was still a school girl

But the two had met years betore,
and a child’s love deepened into

|something  tender and  enduring

enough for the exchange of lovers'
VOWE,

“You will write to me often,” he
said as they stood together beneath
the old onk; “yon will write me
often, and on your coming birthday
you will let me tell your father how
aearly 1love you "

“Yes! when [ am eighteen, papa
shall know where T huve given my
heart ; meantime, he knows yon are
my warm friend. and I—well, 1 shall
write you a few words cach day.”

BRAD

“Not so fasr, little one! Every
day, for n fortnight, and in Nix
wuoks forgetfulness of my very ex-
istenoe,”

A look of mingled love and re-
proaeh from her beautiful dork eyes,
a moment of silence, and he spoke
again:

% Yon have your own wauy, usual-
Iy, have you not, Jessie "

ol have ravely been erossed in my
life,” she replied with a smile, *and
sinee mamwmma divd, poor papi seemns
only to live for me "

$Wall, eara mio, listen! When
the fall comes, persuade your father
to bring you abroad for six months,
You can stody musie and the lan-
guages; wo ean all be together. To
learn a language thoronghly, make
love in it, says an old scholar,
Think of o winter for us in Laly !
Yes, dear Jessie, if your wishes are
commands your father will surely
bring you to me, ere long”

Ho they parted,  Clive Loe went
over the ocean, and during the snm-
mer that followed, Jessie proved a
most faithful eorrespondent.

Barly in the fall, Mr. Trevellyn
was taken very ill, so that tor many
weeks he luy between life and’doath,
Letter after lotter eame from young
Lee, which Jessie searee found time
to read, much less to answer,

“(Cousin John,” she said one morn-
ing to. Mr. Trevellyn’s nephew, a
young man of twenty-five years of
agey who had been a constant at-
tendant at her father's bedside ;
“('ousin John, you know [ corres-
pondd with Clive Lee, but poor papa’s
illness has left me no time for my
pen,  Please write Clive, explain
the cause of my . silenee, and tell
him,” she added, with a tell-tale
lush, “thnt we do not forget him, "

As soon as Mr. Trevellyn was able
to move, his physicians ondered him
South, It was not until they reach-
el Key West (the point of destina-
tion} that Jessie had leisure for a
carvelul perusal of Clive's letters,
She noted with pain how they had
grown less tender bot reproachiul
in tone, tilly av the last, they were
cold and infrequent,

L sure e ean't hinve received
Joln's letter,” she said to heesell;
shut 1 will write to day and explain
wll, Poor Clive!  Yes, I will write
this very duay.”

For an hour her pen moved over
il aeross the paper, Glling sheet
after sheet with details of the past
three months,  As sho was sealing
her letter, a0 knoek wag heard, and
to her ¢hiverful »Come in!" a tall
figure appeared in the door-way.

‘Good worning,  fair cousing 1
Lave just left your father very com-
fortable. Have youwany ecommands i

“Thanks, Joho, just post this
wissive for the Buropean il
What wonld papaand 1 av without
vou ! You scem like his own son,
and my own brother !”

1 am content to be his son, dear
Jessie, but not your brother.”

“Oousin,” said the young girl,

But ere | Searvce heeding his reply, “did yon

write Clive, ns 1 asked you to dot”
“Did Lever break a premise to

of some one, and glancing  ar the | ¥oU Jessie ?

“I remember no promise, John,
but simply my request,  Poor Clive
pvidently knows nothing of papa's
illness”

#Oh no! this — pointing to the
packet— explains all.”

Weeks passed,  No letters from
young Lee came to cheer the heart
of Jessie, as day alter day she sat
in her father's sick-room.  She grew
pained ; then hurt; finally annoyed
and  indignant, Meanwhile, Mr.
Trevellyn was growing weaker and
weaker with each dayand conscious
of his approacling end, he begged
his daughter to reward the devo-
tion of young Trevellyn toward him-
self by giving him her haud,

“1 used to fancy, darling child,”
murmured the sick man; “that
younyg Lee loved you! But he is
fur pway, and too young to think
of marringe. John worships you.
He has maturity, and much wisdom,
1 should die easier to see yon his
wife and under bis protection.”

FORD. VERMONT,
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another week she found herself onee
more at their country sent, just out
of New York.

The evening after her arrival o
letter was put into her hands, ad-
dressed to her maiden name, She
started at sight of the old famillar
“Miss Jessie,” and grew pale to
fuintness as she tore open the en-
velope and recognized the handwrit-
ing.

“What is the matter 1" agked Mr,
Trovellyn, as he marked her pallor,

o1 am tived, and will go up-stairs,
I think.

“Have yon a letter 17 he asked,

HOnly a note from o friend,” she
quietly replied.

In her own room, without wait-
ing even to close the ddor, she vead
n long, loving letter from Clive, full
of self-reproaches, and sympathy
for her. An aceidental meeting
with o friend had given him the
first intelligence of her father's ills
ness, and their journey South. Why
had not some friend written him
for her ¥ He had been 8o wounded
by her silence, Now he begged for-
giveness for worde of repronch and
coldness,  Might he write her father
and ¢laim her for his own Jessie ?
Time had no wings while he waited
her reply— now the impatient lover.

Mr, Trevellyn finished his paper
and cigar, looked at his watch, then
left the room in search of his wifo.

Through the open door of her
room he saw ber sitting silent and’
motionless, the fire of a chilly May
evening shinging upon her golden
hair, <

“What a picture for wy home,”
lie softly whispered, as e bent over
her.: A face of marble whiteness,
4 trembling hand whieh grasped the
letter, startled him into saying.
“Dear Jessie, there should be no
seerets between wan and wife, May
I see the note which so strangely
aftects you ¥

“You can not!” was the
measursd veply, as she rose from
hier ¢hair, no longer the timid, suf-
faring girl, but & wronged and ont-
raged woman.  “Yon ean not read
ity though I tell you from whose pen
Dearly 1 loved this man

brief,

it cinme,

from whom your pertidy has forezer |,

sepurated me, My answer you shall
hear, for I am your wite," she bitter-
Iy addled, & [pshall be my care that
it sutely reaches My, Lee”

A night of tears and agony for
Jossio, of mingled remorse and rage
tor her husband, und she stood be-
fore him in the morning light, an
open letter in her hand, .

s M, Trevellyn, you will hear what
I have written my friend:

My DEAr Mu Lew;—

o After o lung winter, pisaed b the South
at the bedaidoof my father, 1 hoave retuimed
toomy olil home an orphunbut—a wilee I
Ehie prvsenen of my dying Gather Dasedinl his
nephew, Mo, John Prevellyn.  This brief note
winst be my  reply to your letter weltten w
Fortuight sinee. God' bless yon forever.

wodgsse T 4!

Years rolled on,  Johin Trevellyn
songht in the exeitement of political
life to forget the pust. Jessie's
beauty and grace were everywhere
ancknowledged; but it was the per
fection of the statue which no lov.
ing heart and hand warmed into
happy life,

Within a few months after nine
years of married life, John Trevellyn
had died, but not before he had con-
tessed to Jessie in bicter, penitent
humiliation, the deception practicedl
toward Clive Lee and herself.  Free
Iy, even lovingly, she had forgiven
hiwm.

But the old wound was not heal-
ed, and the rememberance of her
old lover—uow a diplomat at a for-
eign court— was ever one of mingled
pleasure and pain.

On the morning of which we
write, Mrs. Trevellyn had scen in
a daily paper the snunouncement
thut Mr. Lee, after an absence of
ten years, had returned to his native
land for o brief visit,

With a world of memories stirring
her heart to its very depih, she had
amost involuntarily wandered out to
the old trysting-place,

“How strange !” she snid, as she
slowly started toward her home, an

With a heart halt-broken at her i hour later, “how strange that Clive

lover’s neglect and her father’s sink-
ing condition, Jessie consented to
his dying request. A quiet bridal
in the sick-room, a few weary, sad
days of watching, and our hervine
was an orphan.

' ghould not Know me!

It he but
knew the truth! But I can never
tell him ; the honor of the dead for-
bids it.”

As Mrs, Trevellyn stepped toward
the little stile which divided the

She begged her husband to take woody upland from the meadow be-

her back to her own howe ; and in

youd, she saw Clive Lee, quietly

setting on ita lower step, like one
who waits for another. As she
came slowly forward, he sprang

ed arms barred her way, as he said :

“Jesunle, T have come for you! 1
demand my own—that for which I
Lave sn long patiently waited.”

There were no  “whispering
bonghs,” among the silent green
trees, to tell us what the lovers said,

Enongh for us to know that three
months later their was a quist, but
very happy wedding at the old
country-seat, and after that Olive
Dee and Jessie went over the ocean
to their new Eden, leaving behind
them all the sorrowful past.

- -

A CORRESPONDENT of the Scion-
tific Amevican writes as follows

HI'r the last twelve or fourteen
years I have been employed in o
shop where there are over three hun
dred men at work, and, as is the
case in all shops of this kind, hard
ly a day passes but one or more of
us eut or bruise our limbs, At first
there were but few that fonnd their
way tomy department to haveé theix
wounds bound up ; but after a while
it became gueuerally kuown that a
rag glued on a flesh wound was not
only u speedy curative, but a form-
idable protection against further in-
Jury. I was soon obliged to keep a
supply of rags on hand, to be ready
for any emergency. I will cite here
one among many of the cases cured
with glue., A man was running a
boring machine, with an inch and a
(quarter auger attached, By some
means the sleeve ot his shirt eanght
in the anger, bringing Lis wrist in
contact with the bit, tearing the
Hesh awong the museles in a fright
ful manner., He was condneted to
my department (the pattern shop)
and | washed the wound in warm
water, and then glied around it a
cloth, which when dry, sunk into a
rounded shipe, holding the wound
tight. and firm,  Once or twice a
week, for three or four weeks, 1
dressed the wound afresh, and it
wis well,  The man pever lost an
hour’s time in eonsequence, The
truth of this statement hundreds
can testify to, I use of course the
best quality of glue.”

-

Mur, GorboN BURNHAM, & patri-
otie citizen of New York, proposes,
as his personal offering for the cele
bration of the comiog centenninl, to
erect b his own ¢ost a colossal stat
ue of Daniel Webster, to be placed
on a suitable site in Centreal Park,
The statue is intended to be in every
wity worthy of the man and the day,
and will be & noble contribution to
the avtistic attractions of the park,
and of the country as well.  This
i given as the initintive of a move-
ment of which Mr, W, S, Wand of
New York is the anthor, and the
ohject of which is to persuade all
cities, towns, villages and individu-
als, go tar as they have the power,
to build or endow some monument,
school library, musenm or other me-
morial, which can be recognized as
a centenial gift, and relnain forever
as a monument of generous patriot-
ism. Mr. Burnbam’s gift is in one
direetion, and is worthy of imita-
tion; but there are many others

cqually worthy,
" e P— -

A man in a rural town had a pet
calf, wlueh he was training up in
the ways of an ox. The ealt walk-
ed around very peaccably nnder
one end of the yoke, while the man
held up the other end. But inan
unfortunate moment the man con-
ceived the idea of putting his own
neck in the yoke, to let the calf see
how it would seem to work with a
partner; this frightened the ealf)
and elevating his tail and voice, he
struek a “dead ran® for the vil lage,
and the man went along with hend
down and his plug bat in his hand,
straining every nerve fo keep up,
and erying out at the top of his
voice, * Here we come! Head us
somebody | 7

—_——————

We all take things for granted.
This was the case at a prayer-ineet-
ing in the northern part of Maina,
when the pastor remarked that if
any had relatives in distant lands,
prayer would be offered in their be-
half. Thercupon a man of the peo-
ple arose and said, “I would like yon

to pray for my brother. He went
away two weeks ago, and I havi't
heard from him since, 1 don’t know
just where he is, bat you needn’t

pray below Bangor.”

from his seat, and with outstretoh-

ATIONAL OPINION.

NUMBER 1.

How Avthur Ran Away.

ARTHUR was a sturdy little fel.
low about five years old, with hair
like sunlight on & French marigold,
and a little freckled face, that was
avery pleasant face, too, when it
did not happen to have a shade of
discontent on it, as it did just now.

Arthur was giving his opinion
quite freely to the great yellow cat,
who sat perched on the gate-post
eyeing him with no very loving
glances. You don’t remember, but
doubtless Kitty did, the innumera-
ble times when Arthur had tied the
strivg of “bell-peppers” round her
neck, and left her to sneeze her un-
offending head off at her leisare ;
nor the time ho tied her to the ves.
try door by the tail, and she favor-
ed the company assembled at a
Methodist wateh-meeting with dis-
mal howls in varied keys.

Well, as Arthar told his troubles
to his feline friend, she listened with
grave attention, though a closs ob-
server might have detected an ex-
pression of latent malice in the
swall green dise of her eye.

“1 don't see why great big fellows,
five years old, that dress their own
selves, onght to be sent down town
for a dozen pearl-buttons every time
that Miss Beissors comes, Mother
never gives me n chocolate-drop
when I get back, either, and Miss
Ellis always does, and—"

Here his eyes fell on a tall angu-
lar figure, stulking down the lane,
enveloped in an unusually gaudy
shawl, and carrying a few necessi-
ry articles, such as a parasol, a bun-
dle of patterns, a reticule, an extra
shawl, &e.

“Mother, you don’t mean Miss
Cecilin is coming here ngain 17

“Yes ghe is, ” was the reply from
within ; “and I want you—"

What she wanted Arvthar did not
stop Lo see, but darted up the lane,
as if grizezly bears were in hot pur-
suit,

He finally stopped before a huge
old-fashioned house, with lavender,
heath, and sweet-willinms growing
within the white palings, and—yes,
o fair young lady just stepping out
of the door. It was his Sunduy-
s¢hool teacher.

“\Why, Artie,” and Miss Hilis
stooped for a kiss, “what brings my
little boy up here at eight o’clock in
the morning 17

“Oh, I do’know, nothing particu.
Jar,” said Avthur Indifferently. I
should't wonder, either, if I had ran
away.”

Run away! and the blue eyes
grow sober,  Why, Artie! But I
suppose you are going back at once !

Ol no, said Artie disdainfully,
that wouldn’t be running away at
all. 1 shan’t go home till to-mor-
row, anyhow, and perhaps I shan't
for sixteen years,

Miss Ellis smiled, but only said,
It you will come with me, Artie, 'l
ghow you a swl little sight, that is
very different from your nice, pleas-
ant home. The little boy weo are
going to see, has never walked in
his life ; his mother is dead, and he
lies all alone in his room, while his
father is at work., I have been to
see him very often, and have read
to him, and taken flowers to him ;
but I am afraid I shall never do
that any more.

They went into a dark, dirty,
street, known as “Rug Alley,” and
stopped before a house equally dark
and dirty, but into which a ray of
light had fallen four years before,

In a small room on a low bed lay
a little creature, strangely bent and
twisted, but with a face so sweet
and touching in its beanty that Ar-
thur held his breath. The great,
wonderful blue eyes had a light
more of heaven than earth; the
white forehead, where the blue veins
showed plainly, was shaded by long
curls of pale gold eolor. The face,
with its look of patient suffering
brightened as Miss Kllis entered,
and a little thin hand was held out
to her,

I'm so glad you have come, he
said, with a little sigh. What little
boy is that T It's little Arthur, Ted-
dy, said Miss Kllis ; he has come to
seo you, because he is so sorry you
are sick,

1 am glad you are well little Loy
said Teddy gravely. Isfatherhere !

A bundle of rags, with gray head,

above, rose from its kneeling posi-
tion at the foot of the bed, and came
round to touch the little face with a
tender, loving touch,

How long has he been 80, Dennis?
asked Miss Ellis,

Bince yesterday, mum, was the
reply.  The doctor says he can only
Inst @ little while now, the little
saint that he is, father’s poor little
patient saint!

There were tears in his eyes, but
he knelt down by the bedside, draw-
ing his rough coat sleeve across his
face.

Little Teddy, asked Miss Ellis
beuding down, do you sufter much
now 1

Not much, ma'am; T am only
tired now, I think I shall sleep
soon,

Yes, little Teddy, the sleep is al.
most here. The little life of pain
and deformity will soon become “one
grand, sweet song,” the song of re-
demption,

Teddy, conld you say a little pray-
er after me?

I will say anything after you, be:
canse I know it will be so good,
ma'am ; and the little voice repeat-
ed slowly :

“Now T lny me dawn to sleop,
I pray the Lord my soul to keep;
I I should dio bofore 1 wake,
I pray the Lordmy soul to take."”

Arthur, gazing through his tears,
saw & wondrous change upon the
little face.

Teddy lifted his hand with a lis-
tening look. Don’t you hear the
beantiful music 1

And after a minute, The beauti-
music and the pretty light, shining
for Teddy 1

Yes, the beautiful light had shone
ont for little Teddy, und would shine
on him forever,

After o while a little child walk.

ed into Mrs, Marden’s kitchen and
threw himself on lLer neck.
O mamma, 1 was going to,run away
and not come back for twenty.-five
years; and I went down to see lit-
tle Teddy, and he never wal ked at
all, and he hadn’t any mother, and
he is dead ; and,0 mamma,don’t you
want me to go for some pearl-but-
tons 1

———— e W— -

MAXx ADELER'S new book con-
taina the following dedication :

My original intention was to ded-
icate this book to the friends of my
boyhood. Azunbin, Ghes, the
Imaum of Muscat,in memory of the
happy days, when together we play-
¢l marbles in the Omen desert,duck-
ed each other in the Persian Gulf,
and tortured offeusive cats on the
island of Kishm. ButIhavechang-
ed my mind; I have resolved to
dedicate tho book to a humorist,
who has had too little fame, to the
most delicious, because the most
unconsecions, humoris, to the widely-
gcattered and maltitudinous come-
dian who may be expressed in the
concrete as The Intelligent Com-
positor.

To this facility of perpetrating
felicitious nbsurdities, [ am indebt.
od for laughter that is worth a
thousaud groans, It was he who
put into type an article of mine
which contained the injunction,*Do
not caat your pearls before awine,”
and transformed the phrass into
“Do not cart your pills before”. It
was he wlo cansed me to misquote
the poet’s inquiry, so that I pro-
pounded to the world the appalling
conundrum, “whers are the varnish.
ed dead 1" and it was his glorious
tendeney to make the sublime con-
vulsively ridiculous that refected
the line in a poem of mine, which
declared that a * coma swept ofer
the heavens with its trailing skirt'’,
and substitned the idea that a
“gount slept on a haymow in a trav-
eling shirt,” The kind of talent
that is here displayed deserves pro-
found reverence. It is wonderful
and awful; and thus I offer it as a

token of my marvelling respect.
—_———— - —

The current reports about snow-
drifts and such things remind the
COhristian Union of a ‘**Vermont stor,
which we heard in our boyhood,”
On a July day, early in the pres-
ent century, the mail-stage was
passing over “Cabot plain,” when a
passenger observed & woman, arm-
ed with a broad, wooden shovel,
digging into a snow drift by the
road-side. “Why, madam,” said
thetraveler, don’t you take snow at
the top of the drift, instead of tak.
ing the trouble to dig sodeep 1”
“Oh!” replied the woman, * the
snow that is three or four years old
is a great deal the best.”

Boston has 8 woman newspaffer
carrier eighty-seven yesrs old.—Ez.
change.

The time has been when a great
many young women also carried
newspapers ; but faskions change.
— Advertiser. !

A San Francisco man closed his
saloon to allow a lady overhead to
die quietly, and now sues the heirs
for $350 for the favor.




